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COP’S BABYSITTER 


Carter 

When the police station mandates overtime from May until 
December | go looking for a babysitter for the first time. (His 
sister was watching?) 


Seems like every young woman in town applies but | get the 
feeling they’re more interested in what’s behind my badge 
than my baby girl. 


My career as a police officer is about to hit a serious speed 
bump if | can’t find a nanny by noon. 


Alyssa 
While everyone else is planning their summer vacation I’m 
looking for a summer job. 


When I stumble across an ad for a babysitter wanted just 
next door | can’t help but give it a look. 


The baby girl is too cute for words but what surprises me 
most is how sexy her police officer papa Is. 


But when things heat up and this charming cop realizes he’s 
my dad’s best friend he tells me our partnership has to end. 


Carter 

When her dad starts snooping around looking for clues 
about what’s really going on over at my place, | know I’ve 
got a 911 situation on my hands. 


I’m going to do whatever it takes to make his dashing 
daughter mine even if my best buddy decides it’s time to 
make a citizen’s arrest. 


*Cop’s Babysitter is an insta-everything standalone romance 
with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger 


CHAPTER 1 


Carter 


“Do you have any hands on experience working with babies 
or small children?” | ask the final applicant of the day. 


She smacks her bubble gum for what seems like the 
hundredth time in the last three minutes since she arrived 
before crossing her legs and then begins talking... mostly 
with her hands. 


“Oh yeah. Tons,” she says. 


| wait for a follow up but nothing more than the continued 
sound of that gum snapping. 


“Could you elaborate on that a little?” 


“Yeah, so like, um, in eighth grade? Right. Well we had to 
carry around a bag of flour for our Home Economics class for 
an entire week.” 


“A bag of flower?” I’m still new at this whole dad thing, but 
I’m not sure there’s any connection between a bag of flour 
and a child. 


“Yeah. You had to, um, pretend the bag of flower was a baby 
and you couldn’t like, uh, drop it or anything or you gota 
bad grade.” 


“A bag of flour you couldn’t drop?” | ask. 


“Yeah. It makes total sense really Whoever thought of it 
was a genius. | mean most people just get a dog before they 
have a kid, but a bag of flour is a better test because you 
have to like hold it all the time and stuff. | mean you can lay 
it on top of your books, or put it in your backpack if you 
know the teacher won’t catch you, but the idea is really 
smart and stuff.” 


I’ve interviewed twenty-three young women today and 
somehow each has been more of a real life comedy show 
than the rest, but I’m not laughing. How in the world could | 
trust my baby with any of these girls is beyond me. And the 
scariest part is to think some of these girls are going to be 
mothers one day in their own right. I’m not exactly excited 
about the future for unborn babies in this town. 


But it’s the end of the day. I'm tired. I’m hungry so | just 
capitulate and throw in the towel. “Did your bag of flower 
“survive” the week?” 


“Yeah. Well, until the last day at least. | left it at my 
boyfriend’s house and his mom accidentally made muffins 
out of it. They tasted really good though.” 


“Let me get this straight. Your “baby,” which was actually a 
bag of flower, got turned into baked goods which you then 
ate?” 


“I only had afew. My boyfriend ate most of them. He played 
football and stuff. He was a really big guy. Say,” she says as 
she looks me up and down, “what are you doing later?” 


“| have an appointment with the wall. I’m going to bang my 
head against it.” 


“Huh? | mean is that fun and stuff? | can like join you if 
you’re, you know, looking for some company and stuff.” 


| stand up and motion to the door. 
“Thank you, but I think I’ve got this one covered.” 
As we approach the door she asks, “So did | get the job?” 


“You know there were a lot of candidates today. l'Il need to 
spend some time with the applications later.” 


“Okay, cool. Well if you need some help I’m definitely your 
girl. And even if you just want to hang out sometime, | 
mean, it seems like you have a really big house, and you're 
here all alone so—“ 


“Thanks. l'Il let you know if | need anything. Have a great 
rest of your day,” | say trying to scurry her out pronto. 


She snaps that gum about five more time just for good 
measure as | shut the door behind her. 


“You're here all alone,” | repeat her words under my breath. 
She does know she was interviewing for a babysitting 
position, right? Asin there’s a baby living here too? Then 
again she doesn’t seem to differentiate between a baby and 
a bag of powder made by grinding raw grains. 


But it’s not her words that resonate in my mind right now. 
It’s Chief Simmons. 


“Listen up fellas. City council voted on mandatory overtime 
from May through December so everybody’s got to step up 
there hours. And if you can’t, l'Il have to find someone who 
can.” 


He didn’t mean to be a jerk, it’s just that he was up for re- 
election this fall and wanted to make sure he kept his cushy 
spot as the chief of police. 


As a captain on the force it was my job to actually carry out 
his order and lead the men and women at our station 
through the whole ordeal. And as a good leader | need to 
lead by example which means more hours for me. 


And that doesn’t exactly jive with my new role as a single 
parent. 


As much as | enjoyed coming back to my hometown to do 
police work here, | was starting to wonder if | made a 
mistake. The pay and hours were better in bigger cities, and 
| might have to head there soon if | couldn’t comply with the 
overtime mandate. 


| never expected it would be so hard to find a babysitter, but 
then again | never had experience with a baby let alone 
dealing with this younger generation. Kids these days didn’t 
make sense to me. They seemed more interested in being 
online than being involved in real life conversations. 


| needed someone who was present, attentive, and loved 
children. | wasn’t going to trust my little baby Brooklyn with 
just anyone. 


| still remember the day | found her. The day she looked up 
at me with those baby blue eyes. It was then I realized why 
the color was called baby blue in the first place. 


We got the call for a domestic disturbance and my partner 
and | were first on the scene. By the time we arrived that 


S.0.B. boyfriend had taken the life of his girlfriend before 
turning the gun on himself. It was beyond tragic. 


And the bigger tragedy is when we walked through the 
house and found a baby in the back room. 


She didn’t even have a proper crib, a proper name, or as | 
soon found out a proper birth. 


She had been delivered at home, or somewhere outside of a 
hospital, just a few weeks earlier Parents hadn’t even taken 
her to see a doctor a single time. Talk about starting life out 
with the odds stacked against you. 


But there was just something about her when | picked her 
up. 


Maybe it’s because | was getting older and | knew I wasn’t 
going to find the woman for me anytime soon. | hate the 
term settle down, because it implies slowing down. | want a 
woman who challenges me and who I challenge. One who 
makes time speed up because we're having so much fun. 


I’m thirty-seven now and I’ve never met anyone like that. | 
say it’s because I’m too picky. The cops | work with say it’s 
because I’m addicted to helping people, which means I’m 
addicted to my job. 


Either way the clock’s ticking and | saw this as fate. | never 
believed in that fate stuff before, but when | looked in that 
little girl’s eyes | knew | was destined to be her daddy. 


Fortunately being a civil servant meant | was able to get 
through the adoption process in record time. 


| named her after the neighborhood in New York where | 
found her. | wanted her to have a fresh start, but for some 
reason | couldn’t get that name out of my head. | finally 
settled on naming her Brooklyn, but then giving us both a 
fresh start by moving back to my hometown. It was slower 
paced here and better for family... until the new overtime 
mandate that is. 


But without a babysitter my plan of raising her in the same 
place | came from was quickly coming undone. 


My sister, Christina, was able to help me watch her a lot of 
the time, but she wouldn’t be able to handle an extra ten 
hours minimum a week on top of the twenty she was already 
giving me. 

| was out of plans and out of time. 

The schedules for next week come out at noon tomorrow. 
High noon, just like an old Western shootout to determine 
who stays and who goes. 

The writing was on the wall. I’d have to sell the house | just 
bought and be on my way. There’s just no way I’m putting 
Brooklyn in incompetent hands. 

| went to her crib and just looked down at her for a minute. 
“Don’t you worry. We’re going to make it. Together.” 


She smiles. 


| swear she understands me. | know it’s crazy, but it’s true. 
And what’s the craziest is how much | love this little girl. 


| carefully pick her up and carry her outside. 


Time to pull down the babysitter wanted flyers | posted 
around the neighborhood. 


Tomorrow I’d put up a new sign outside. 
For Sale by Owner. 


And then Brooklyn and | would hit the road as | settled into a 
new police force. 


Protecting people is in my blood, but my first duty comes to 
protecting my family. 


And she’s everything to me. 


CHAPTER 2 


Alyssa 


“I can throw that away for you,” the voice says. It’s deep, 
masculine, and seemingly came out of nowhere. 


| stand up straight from my bent over position with the piece 
of paper | found blowing around on the sidewalk now firmly 
in hand. 


“Thanks,” he says as his hand reaches out to mine and | feel 
the paper gripped from the other side. 


| feel a slight tug against my fingers, but I don’t let go. My 
body is completely frozen as | take in the sight of him and 
the little baby he’s carrying in his arm. 


He’s a good eight inches to a foot taller than me with 
shoulders at least twice as broad. 


He’s wearing a crisp, white T-shirt that looks like it’s fresh 
from the package. 


Everything about him has a certain sharpness and crispness. 


His eyes are very alert and vibrant and his physique shows 
he clearly cares about his body as well. 


| do a double take on that body of his. His T-shirt isn’t tight, 
but it fits in a way that you can easily make out his muscles. 
He doesn’t just have a physique. He’s ripped! 


Ripped as in perfect pectorals, amazing abs, and boulders 
for shoulders. He even has those muscles that connect his 
thick neck to his shoulders. | think they’re called trapezius 
muscles, but I’m not totally sure since | haven’t really met 
any guys with muscles as defined as his. 


He’s big, but he’s not steroids big. His muscles look natural 
and fit his overall vibe well. Very well. 


But as incredible as he looks what really has my heart 
beating is that baby he’s carrying. Oh my god! 


A big strong man like that with a little baby. Talk about 
instant attraction, but of course if he’s got a baby then 
there’s surely a mother not far behind. 


| temper my enthusiasm and focus on looking at his 
beautiful brown eyes, and not his beautiful body. 


“You can keep it if you rea//y want it,” he says. “Maybe it will 
bring you more luck than it brought me.” 


| catch myself daydreaming. 

“Sorry,” | say, releasing my grip on the paper. 

He examines it quickly. “Yep, one of mine.” 

| wish | was one of his, that’s for sure. But not one. The one. 
Gee whiz! What has gotten into me all of the sudden? I’m 
not even into older guys and even if | was |I wouldn’t have a 
chance with this guy. He’s obviously already got a women in 


his life and guys that fit and good looking are always either 
already in relationships or gay. 


“I’m the one who should be saying, sorry,” he says. Is his 
gaze always this direct? Most people | meet barely hold eye 
contact. This guy doesn’t just hold eye contact, he locks on 
so hard I’m not even sure if he even blinks. “New guy in 
town littering up the neighborhood,” he says. 

“You're new?” | ask. 

“Yeah. Carter,” he says. “Nice to meet you.” 

“Alyssa. Nice to meet you.” 


“Now there’s a name you don’t hear every day.” 


“Really, | thought it was getting more and more popular,” | 
Say. 


And then if he couldn’t get any hotter he raises it to another 
level. He smirks. “Yeah, well | guess that’s because | work 
mostly with a bunch of guys.” 

“Oh,” I say. I’m already imagining about twenty clones of 
this guy all in one place. It would be like the Chippendales if 
they worked a 9-5, but something tells me this guy isn’t the 
9-5 type. “What do you do?” 

“Protect and serve,” he says. 

“You're a... police officer” 


“You wanted to say cop, didn’t you?” he says in an 
accusatory tone. 


“No! | mean...” 


“It’s okay,” he smirks again. Oh my god is this guy sexy. 
And he’s a police officer “We use the term ourselves.” 


“Oh. | thought maybe that wasn’t such a nice thing to say.” 


“Not at all, and it can’t be worse than the things I’ve been 
hearing all day.” 


| try and decipher his words. | have no idea what he’s 
talking about. 


“Sorry,” he says shaking the paper and then holding it so | 
can read it. 


Babysitter Wanted, the heading reads. 


“| thought this was going to be an easy position to fill. How 
wrong | was.” 


Talk about making lemons out of lemonade. 


The spring semester has just finished at college and I’m 
home looking for a job. | should have landed an internship 
heading into my senior year, which would then turn into a 
real job once | graduated, but things didn’t work out that 
way. 


Now I’m scrambling for a summer job when all my other 
friends are already working for companies who are sure to 
make them offers or planning their summer holidays to 
Greece, Spain, or other far off destinations with white sandy 
beaches and white hot guys. 


I’ve spent the entire day looking fora job. | only just 
stepped outside to get some fresh air and to let my eyes 
focus on something that’s more than eighteen inches away 


from my face. Something that’s not a computer emitting 
white light into my eyes all day likely causing blindness at 
some point and definitely causing me to go stir crazy. 


If this charming cop is looking for a babysitter for his 
beautiful baby | just might be in luck. Plus if he’s out and 
about in the neighborhood | won’t need to find a way to get 
access to a car to drive to “work.” 


Talk about falling from heaven. Get paid to take care of Mr. 
Perfect, and I’m sure Mrs. Perfect’s, baby all day? Sign me 


up. 
“You haven’t found a suitable applicant?” 


“Well I’ve had plenty of applicants. Suitable applicant? | 
know she, or even he, is out there but | just haven’t been 
able to find them.” 


“You're still looking then?” 


“Not for much longer | needed to have a sitter lined up 
tonight or else l'Il have to quit my job and skip town.” 


Oh, he definitely can’t do that. | need to meet these other 
cops he works with. | mean if they look anything like him, 
and are as easy-going and as charming as he is then | have 
to find a way to get in front of them. But as much as that 
sounds like a great idea, what sounds even better is him. 
It’s just so frustrating that all the best guys are already 
taken. Maybe that’s what makes them so easy-going and 
pleasant people. They find the right wife and then their life 
just gets that much better They find love, start a family, 
and realize there’s nothing to stress out over after that. 
When you've found the one and started a family you don’t 


sweat the small stuff, and you realize everything outside of 
family matters is just that... small stuff. 


And everything is literally small stuff with a guy who’s this 
big. | feel smaller, lighter, and more feminine just in his 
presence. 

Married | think to myself. Unavailable 

My gaze subconsciously drifts to his left hand which is 
holding his baby I don’t see a ring. That’s strange. | look 
back at him thinking | probably just didn’t get a good look. 
The baby’s cute little clothes must have been hiding it. 
“Are you still taking applications?” | ask. 


“| wasn’t but...yeah. | mean you never know right? Just 
keep trying to the very end. Do you...know someone?” 


“ldo. And she really, really loves babies.” 
“Really?” 

“Really.” 

“Does she have experience with kids?” 


“Well, she’s a lot older than her brother and she basically 
raised him all by herself.” 


“I like where this is going.” 
“Me too,” | say. 


“Is there anyway | can meet her? Maybe even get a face-to- 
face tonight if possible.” 


| smile. 
“Wait. You mean?” 
| nod my head. 


He looks at me in a different way. | can’t describe it, but 
there’s just something different about it. 


“Do you maybe have time for a quick coffee?” 


“I thought you’d never ask,” | say as | come up on my tiptoes 
Slightly in excitement. 


CHAPTER 3 


Carter 
| arrive at the station the next morning ten minutes early. 


| definitely don’t look fit to lead the men and women in 
uniform today. | barely slept last night. 


But it wasn’t because of Brooklyn. 
It was because of her. 


She absolutely aced the interview | gave her. It’s easy to see 
that she loves kids and that Brooklyn loved her. | let her 
hold Brooklyn and she didn’t even seem to notice that she 
moved from my hands to Alyssa’s. That’s exactly what I’m 
looking for | want Brooklyn to feel so comfortable with the 
babysitter that everything is completely seamless for her, or 
at least as seamless as it can be in her circumstance. 


Alyssa’s got the experience, the down to earth type of 
energy that | was looking for and the beauty...! mean brains. 


But how could | not notice the way she looked? She has 
beautiful brown eyes, as brown as mine but much more 
Striking. 


And that body of hers? She doesn’t just stop traffic she 
directs it. She’s completely different and totally indefinable. 


Too much in fact. Her uniqueness and idiosyncrasies caught 
me off guard. It’s like | found a complete diamond in her. 


But | have to remind myself she’s just in my life to watch 
Brooklyn. That’s definitely going to be easier said than 
done. 


I’m the kind of guy who’s all in on just about everything. My 
easy going nature fools people until they see how intense | 
am about the things that matter in life. 


| absolutely despise injustice and bullies. It’s one of the 
Original reasons why | became a cop in the first place. | 
wanted to get those kinds of people off our streets so the 
good people can live peacefully, happily, and productively. 
Life is short. The good people of this country and the people 
who visit it don’t need bad guys getting in their way. That’s 
where | come in. 


And when I come in | mean | don’t tolerate any nonsense. 


But coming in is taking an entirely different kind of meaning 
now. 


| woke up in a cold sweat this morning. | was only out for 
seventeen minutes according to the clock next to my bed, 
but in that short amount of time I clearly remember having a 
dream about coming deep inside her...and growing my 
family. 


But it wouldn’t be my family anymore. It would be our 
family. 


I’ve never ever had a dream like that. I’m trying to temper 
my enthusiasm thinking I’m just pumped up because | was 
able to find a babysitter in the nick of time, but it’s not just 
that. 


She’s a lot more than just a stroke of good luck. 


Plus police work is stressful. There are super high highs and 
cratering lows. You learn to keep an even level or else you 
can drive yourself crazy. 


So why is it that she’s driving me crazy? 


But surely a young woman like that has a boyfriend. I’m 
sure the guys at college are lining up to get a date with her. 
| wanted to ask her during the interview, and | almost let it 
slip. Somehow | managed to keep my professionalism. The 
most important thing was to get a babysitter. That’s been 
my goal since the mandate came down. 


Without a babysitter I’d be in deep trouble. 


Well I’ve got my babysitter, but now I’m wondering if I got a 
whole lot more. | don’t even want to think about what 
happens when December rolls around. There’s no way | can 
just let her walk out of my life. 


| step from my civilian car and then help Brooklyn out of her 
rear facing baby car seat. | grab her diaper bag and the bag 
with the other things she needs during the day and I walk 
towards the front door of the station. And there she is. 


“Alyssa?” | say. “You’re more than half an hour early.” 


“Sorry Mr Donovan. | just got excited to get started and | 
left the house early.” 


“That’s great. I’m excited that you’re excited. And I’m 
pumped that you’re looking forward to get going.” 


She quickly turns and reaches for the door, holding it open 
so | can walk through. 


“Thank you,” | say returning the favor by burying my heel 
into the door. 


Wow, she’s really thoughtful and observant. | can see 
Brooklyn’s going to be in good hands today. 


For the first day | figured I’d have Alyssa watch Brooklyn 
here at the station. We have a small playroom with some 
games for when kids drop by or unfortunately when we have 
to arrest their parents. That’s really rare, and if it happens 
today l'Il have to pull my girls, | mean Brooklyn, out of 
there. Then again | think Alyssa’s pretty intuitive. | havea 
good feeling she can think quickly on her feet. And oh how 
I'd like to sweep her off of them right about now. 


What has gotten into me? 


| need to chill out. Not only am I thinking about the 
babysitter, but I’m doing it at the station. Double whammy. 


| get Alyssa and Brooklyn set up and then make my way to 
my desk. 


Today’s is the day cops dread the most... paperwork day. 
After about half an hour | covertly get up for a quick stretch 
of the legs and take a pass by the girls to make sure they’re 


doing okay. 


Alyssa is bent over Brooklyn’s stroller and is showing her 
some rattly toy. 


| move my angle a bit and see Brooklyn smiling and 
reaching her hands up. 


When | tried to offer her that toy | used to get cries and 
funny looks. Alyssa seems to have her captivated. That’s 
definitely a first with that particular toy. 


| wanted today to be a test run here at the office so | could 
keep my eye on Alyssa. | wasn’t about to just hand over my 
daughter to anybody. Sure her school references checked 
out last night when I ran them through some of the systems 
we have access to, but my way of going about checking is 
rather easy to be worked around. It’s more of a way of 
quickly checking if someone is being honest. 


The real test was today. So! could watch her more closely 
when she doesn’t know I’m watching her. 


| want to see how she reacts if Brooklyn is able to frustrate or 
anger her. So far that looks like it’s not going to happen 
anytime soon. 


| scheduled Alyssa’s first day here at the station because I’m 
so protective of Brooklyn. 


Now it appears I’m the one who needs protecting... from 
myself and the way I’m already feeling about Alyssa. 


If the two of them are connecting this well already my brain 
is definitely going to start connecting the dots. 


Specifically three dots that would come together to form the 
perfect triangle. 


CHAPTER 4 


Alyssa 


Yesterday afternoon | was jobless with nothing in sight other 
than a very stressful summer of hustling to try and make 
some extra cash for my final year at college. 


And now here | am less than twenty-four hours getting paid 
to babysit and do so in a police station no less. 


I’m sure my friends are doing a lot of interesting things at 
their jobs, but I’m also sure none of them are literally 
working in an area surrounded by their respective city’s 
finest. 


Carter had recommended it yesterday and | have to admit it 
sounded pretty weird when the words first rolled off his lips. 


But now that tomorrow is actually today and I’m here doing 
the job it makes total sense. 


It’s a way | can see how well | bond with Brooklyn without 
doing so in some stranger’s house. And he can give me time 
with Brooklyn without jeopardizing her safety to some 
stranger Considering we came to terms so quickly it made a 
lot of sense for both of us now that | look back on it. 


And everyone here is so nice. | thought maybe I’d be in the 
way or get some sort of weird looks but it seems more like 
everyone wants to come by and wave at Brooklyn or see how 
she’s doing. 


One of the officers that came by was lady. Sergeant Linda 
Diaz was her name. She told me the entire story about how 
Carter came to be Brooklyn’s dad and it completely melted 
my heart. If | had any reservations about this job 
beforehand, which | didn’t, they’d certainly be out the 
window by now. 


What an incredible guy. And the more | get to know about 
him the more I want to know. 


But Sergeant Diaz didn’t shed light on the question I’m most 
interested in. 


Is Carter single? 


| don’t want to get ahead of myself or stick my nose where it 
doesn’t belong, but | have the feeling | may have to do some 
detective work of my own sooner rather than later. 


“How are you two getting along?” 


| turn and see Carter leaning against the door jamb watching 
the two of us. 


“Hey there. Things couldn’t be better” | turn and look at 

Brooklyn. “Right Brooklyn?” She makes a face that could 

almost be considered a smile, but I’d have to be stretching 
my definition of smile a bit to make it work. 


“Looks like you wore her out?” Carter says entering the 
room. 


“Hopefully she'll sleep through the night after all the 
excitement she’s had today.” 


“That would absolutely make my day...| mean night,” Carter 
says. 


“I’m interested to know about tomorrow...I mean if you want 
me back tomorrow that is.” 


“Want you back? Are you kidding me? Of course | do.” 


“Okay, great because | want to keep babysitting Brooklyn. | 
just wasn’t sure since we were kind of using today as a test 
run.” 


“Well if today was a test run you passed with flying colors. 
You showed up early. From the looks of things you two had a 
great day. And the people in the office even had nice things 
to say about you.” 


“They did?” 


“Yep. Sergeant Diaz especially. She said you remind her of 
the younger sister she never had.” 


“Wow. She’s an incredible woman. That’s a nice thing for 
her to say.” What I’m really interested in is what Carter 
thinks about me. Now that I've officially got the job I’ve got 
time to see how the chips fall more naturally | don’t have to 
try and rush to get information, which | wouldn’t want to do 
anyway. Desperation looks bad on a man and even worse on 
a woman in my opinion... especially if that woman were to be 
me. 


“You hit the nail on the head,” Carter says. “She’s 
absolutely incredible.” 


Does Carter have a thing for her? 


“l'm glad to be able to work with her” 
Guess not. 
“How is your day going so far?” | ask. 


“So far?” Carter says lifting his chin and looking towards the 
side wall. 


| look in the direction he’s looking and see a clock. | hadn’t 
seen it all day. 


“It’s eight already?” 
“On the dot.” 
“Wow, today flew by.” 


“| wish | could say the same. Paperwork always seems to 
make my days feel three times as long, but thankfully I’m all 
finished up now and | get to spend my evening with my 
baby girl.” 


| smile, not saying anything. Not that | ever doubted it but 
wow, Carter is really committed. I’ve never heard of a single 
guy adopting a child, especially a guy who works in sucha 
high-risk occupation. And how lucky is Brooklyn? After a 
twelve-hour day the thing Carter wants most is to spend 
time with her. If only every girl in the world were so lucky. 


But even though I’ve never heard of a single guy doing such 
a thing that doesn’t mean he can’t. Or maybe that’s it right 
there. Maybe it’s something he and his wife are doing 
together Maybe they weren’t able to have kids on their 
own. 


Not knowing is killing me. 


“Do you handle most of the parenting responsibilities or 
does your wife help out too?” Oh my god. That slipped out 
way to easily and way to obviously. 


“My wife?” he asks. 
“Yes. ” 


| can’t tell if he’s about to burst out laughing or say 
something to me for being out of line. His face is impossible 
to read right now. 


“l'm not married,” he says in a bit lower tone, slower voice, 
and with very heavy eye contact. 


“Oh. Sorry,” | say “I didn’t mean to pry.” 


“Don’t worry about it. The closest I’ve ever had to a wife is 
this job. Once you’ve been a cop as long as | have you get 
used to it | guess...not that it’s necessarily a good thing. Or 
a bad thing either” 


The last sentence seemed a little forced. | think back to my 
thoughts about appearing desperate. The last thing | would 
picture Carter as is desperate. With his age, job, love for 
kids, ability to charm so naturally, muscles, good looks...oh 
my god what doesn’t he have? So why in the world is he 
single? 


I’m not really sure what to say. 


“So,” he says breaking the silence. “Can I walk you out.” 


“Yeah. Sure,” | say a bit shaken at his last words. I’m still 
trying to wrap my head around how this guy is single and 
how long that’s going to last. | can only imagine what would 
happen in this town if that kind of news got out. I’d quickly 
finding myself babysitting not only his child but his new 
wife’s too. 


He’s that good of a catch. | imagine women are practicing 
putting his last name behind theirs before the first date is 
even over He’s the kind of guy you don’t just daydream 
over... you obsess over. And | have a feeling I’m headed 
down that path already. 


Carter helps me get Brooklyn ready and everything packed 
up. Just a few minutes later and we’re walking through the 
station which is much emptier and much quieter than it was 
during the day. 


“It seems way different than earlier” 


“Yeah. Most of the officers are trying to get their overtime in 
by extending their normal hours. The ones who work the 
night shift are mostly out on patrol.” 


“It’s more of an office job during the day than | realized,” | 
say. “I hope you don’t take that the wrong way.” 


“Not at all. | had the same realization earlier in my career. | 
pictured myself out on the beat doing the kinds of cool 
things you see in the movies, and | did do a /ot of that in my 
early days. But once! decided to adopt Brooklyn I knew that 
kind of behavior would be way to selfish. She’s already lost 
her parents once. The absolute last thing she needs is for 
that to happen again. 


Add conscious, responsible, and thoughtful of others to the 
list of qualities that make this guy too good to be true. 


He holds the door open for me and we step out into the 
night air 


“Where you parked?” 

“Just over this way,” | say motioning to the side of the lot. 
He laughs. 

“What? Is that a bad spot?” 


“Well, I think any spot in a police station parking lot is pretty 
safe, but that one might be the safest.” 


“Why’s that?” 
“I'll show you,” he says. 


We start walking toward my spot in the parking lot. 
Thankfully my friend had let me borrow her car for the day. 


“When I brought back those burritos for lunch | parked 
right... next... to...” 


“That’s your car?” | interject. That’s why he was laughing. 
There are only two cars in this part of the lot. Since | was 
walking this way and he knew he was parked over here, 
once he saw the two cars next to each other he just let his 
words tail off. 


“Right next to yours.” 


“You didn’t know that was mine?” 


“Not a clue. You were ready and waiting this morning, 
remember? | had no idea what you drove, or if you even 
drove to get here.” 

“You're right,” | say. “I guess great minds think alike.” 


“| guess so,” he says. 


We arrive at the cars and | help him get Brooklyn all 
situated. 


When he’s leaning into the back seat his shirt comes up in 
the back and | can see his back muscles. And his bum is 
right in front of me too. | want to reach out and give ita 
squeeze, but just make a fist and bite down on my knuckles 
instead, preventing me from sexually harassing my new 
employer. 

“Okay,” hesays. “All set. Thanks for today.” 

“Thanks for the opportunity,” | say. 


Neither one of us moves. 


“Want me to follow you home? Make sure you get home 
safe?” 


“I'll be okay And I have to run some errands first,” | say. 
“Okay,” he says. 
He’s standing right in front of me. I’ve got my back to the 


streetlight which is illuminating him beautifully in the 
darkness. 


| look up at those eyes which seem to be an even darker 
shade of brown now. The whites of his eyes really pop 
against his darker features. It’s harder to see just how much 
he’s staring at me, even with the light on him. His eyes look 
so different out here. Just as captivating, but in a totally 
different way. 

| feel myself starting to lean forward and | see he’s doing the 
same. It’s barely noticeable to the eye, but it’s definitely 
noticeable to each of us. 

His hand slowly comes up and finds my hip. 

Oh my god this is happening right now! 


His knees bend and he move in closer his body only inches 
from mine as he looks down at me from above. 


“| didn’t think you could be more beautiful, but this light 
behind you makes you look angelic,” he says. 


“| was just noticing how incredible it made your eyes.” 
“My eyes which | can’t take off you,” he says. 

He leans in and | come up on my tiptoes. 

My eyes close and | feel his breath on mine. 

Suddenly a siren blares to life and a squad car shoots out 
from around the side of the building whizzing by us, 


startling me and ending our moment. 


“| should probably go,” | say. 


| move quickly to my car and jump in the driver’s seat. | pull 
out of the lot but take one last look in the rear view. He’s 
still standing there in the same spot. The only difference is 
his head has turned and he’s watching me as | increase the 
distance between us. 


CHAPTER 5 


Alyssa 
| fall into my bed wondering what in the heck is going on. 


After leaving the police station | drove to my favorite coffee 
shop and sat there for a whole hour, just trying to unwind. 


It didn’t work. 


| didn’t even drink a coffee. | was already so high strung the 
caffeine would have just pushed me over the edge. 


When I got home my dad was in the living room watching a 
game. | just flew right past him and up the stairs to my 
room and into bed where | am now 


| roll over onto my back and stare up at the ceiling. 


All these years and I’ve never met a guy | fell for like this. 
And he’s not even a “guy.” He’s aman. Areal man. And 
that’s both a blessing and a curse. 


As aman he knows who he is and what he wants and isn’t 
afraid to get it. He’s care free and direct because he doesn’t 
care what other people think. He’s does what he wants to do 
and that’s that. 


But on the flip side | don’t have any experience with a man. 
What am I talking about? | don’t even have any experience 
with boys my own age. 


I’m in way over my head here. 
And what if we had kissed? That complicates everything. 


And how could | tell my friends? I’m twenty-one and he’s 
somewhere in his mid to late thirties I’m guessing? It’s not 
like the two of us can go out without getting stares, 
although I know he wouldn't care. But what about me? 


And how in the world could | tell my dad? 


My dad had me when he was really, really young. He and 
my mom were only both barely eighteen. Somehow they 
made it work though and after me they even had my little 
brother My mom was a tough woman. | wish she was still 
here so | could ask her for advice, but unfortunately heaven 
had plans for her already. 


But who can I talk to about this? No one. 
Does that include him? Should I call him? 
Will he call me? 


Are we still on for tomorrow? And if so, how awkward will 
that be? 


But what wasn’t awkward was the way we almost kissed. He 
was so slow and patient. Watching him admire me under 
that light was making my heart beat a mile a minute. Just 
seeing in his eyes how much he wanted me, and then when 
he slowly and gently placed his hand on me and then still 
continued to look at me. A boy my age would have just 
rushed in and never let the anticipation build. 


And thanks to that cop car the anticipation is still building. 


Building to the point of explosion. 


| jump up out of bed and lock my door. | flip the switch to 
the lights and dig in the drawers on the nightstand next to 
the bed looking for the ever-elusive pack of matches with 
the light from my cell phone. Found them! 


| light the candle on the nightstand and lay back down. 


Next | search YouTube for a long relaxing playlist without 
words and set my phone next to the candle where the tone 
and the lighting are just right. 


| imagine him... how close our faces were to one another. 


But this time there’s no cop car flying around the side of the 
building. There’s just us and it’s perfect. 


| imagine his lips meeting mine and me melting right into 
his arms. I’m weightless floating on cloud nine, but not for 
long. I’m back in the moment running my hands up and 
down that body of his. 


Now I’m getting hot and it’s my own hands on my own body 
where the rubbing is starting to take place. 


| slide my hands down the front of my pants and underneath 
my panties. I’m already wet as! begin to rub in a circle. 


My hand unbuttons the top button of my pants giving my 
other hand room to work. 


| picture his tongue doing the work as we're lying in some 
fancy hotel next to a tropical beach. 


He’s naked and bronzed, from the day we spent together at 
the beach we discovered. And since we’re in the middle of 
nowhere of course we didn’t need clothes. 


| rub faster and faster before sliding my soaked finger deep 
inside imagining it’s his tongue. 


My body tightens and | choke back the sound of my climax. 
My arm is twitching as my peak continues right into another. 


A good twenty seconds pass before my body relaxes and the 
tension leaves me. | melt into the bed and try to catch my 
breath. 


The music on my phone stops and | reach for the phone. 
Sorry about today | wasn’t acting very professional earlier. 


Oh my god, it’s him. It’s like he knew what | was doing, but 
right now I’m the one who'd way past the line of 
professionalism. Bringing myself to climax, in record time 
no less, while fantasizing about my boss isn’t exactly the 
kind of employer employee behavior that wins you 
employee of the month. 


With my dominant hand still down my pants | quickly type 
with my other. I have to. He can see that | read his 
message. 


I’m typing as quickly as | can and then my texting app 
suddenly disappears and my camera appears. | hear a snap. 


| look down. My camera is pointed right at my hand which is 
still down my pants. 


Oh my god! Did | just send that? 


| reopen the app and there’s the picture ready to be sent. 
Oh no, no, no, no. 


| carefully back out of the last words and the attached pussy 
pic and breathe a sigh of relief 


That would have been a complete disaster. 
It’s okay | was also out of line 

| wait. 

We're still on for tomorrow? 

Looking forward to it 


We are too. Brooklyn went right to sleep. You did a great 
job with her today Thank you. 


My pleasure. 
See you tomorrow morning at the house. 
See you then. 


So tomorrow morning | have to show up at his house bright 
and early. 


If l'm as early tomorrow as | was today then maybe l'Il catch 
him coming out of the shower Wouldn’t that be nice. 


But there’s no need to be that early since he lives just next 
door. 


Wait a second. Does he know we're this close? 


We just met for coffee so | never actually filled out an 
application. Sure he’s got my first name and my number 
and he knows | live in the neighborhood, but does he know 
just how close | really am? 


Unfortunately my window faces the house on the other side. 
If it faced his then I’m afraid of what my temptations might 
lead me to do. 


CHAPTER 6 


Carter 


“Washington. Daniels. You've got First Street through 
Alyssa Avenue.” 


“Smith. Hernandez. You’ve got the Boulevard through 
Polk.” 


A few of the officers bring their hands to their faces, trying 
not to laugh. 


“What’s so funny?” Maybe they’re surprised that this old 
dog is going out on the street again. It feels good to geta 
day out on patrol. 

“Captain, where in town is Alyssa Avenue?” 

| look back up at the map. Talk about a Freudian slip. 

“Alpha Avenue. Right there,” | point out on the large map 
everyone is not looking at, but when | turn back around they 
aren't. They're still looking at me. 

“Got ya, captain.” 


“What? | said Alpha.” 


“Alpha just like your game out in the parking lot last night, 
huh?” the chief says. “That will be all.” 


The room clears out and the chief continues. “Nice catch, 
captain. She’s a young one, but she sure is cute and she 
sure is good with Brooklyn.” 


“The babysitter?” | say, not wanting to say Alyssa’s name 
again right now. It will only give the chief gasoline for the 
fire | already started. 


“Right. Your babysitter,” he says, bringing his hands up so 
he can do the imaginary quotes with the first two fingers on 
each hand. 


“What? | don’t see what the problem is.” 


“No problem at all. We're glad to see you've finally gota 
lady in your life. And quite a nice one at that. Keep up the 
good work, captain,” he says, slapping me on the back. 


The chief leaves the room. It’s just me now 


Damn, this girl isn’t just on my mind she’s on the front of my 
mind, on my thoughts constantly, and consuming my 
thoughts. 


When she came over this morning we both did our best to 
act like nothing happened last night, but it was so obvious 
that we were trying too hard to avoid it. It wasn’t 
uncomfortable. It was more just funny really. It was the 
unspoken thing that was louder than if we had just yelled it. 


The moment from last night passed, but I’m more worried 
about the next moment that presents itself | know I’m not 
going to be able to contain myself, and | don’t know if she 
will either. 


On the one hand I’m in a tough spot. Pursue romance and 
possible lose both a potential perfect young woman and a 
babysitter. 


On the other hand | don’t pursue and I get an amazing 
babysitter... while | go crazy from holding back my thoughts 
about everything we can be together and everything | want 
to do to her. 


But what’s more important than anything is that | know 
Brooklyn is safe and sound at home today thanks to Alyssa. 
| know I can trust her in my home and with my child and 
that’s first and foremost. Anything else is just icing on the 
cake. 


Now I can’t help but wonder if there’s going to be a cherry 
on top. 


CHAPTER 7 


Alyssa 
| put Brooklyn down for an afternoon nap. 


I’m pretty sure | wore her out and if I’m honest with myself 
she wore me out too, but in a good way. 


| always knew | loved kids and wanted to have my own 
someday, but | never knew | loved kids this much, or at least 
how much I love Brooklyn. And an even bigger surprise is 
that | can’t believe how much being around her makes me 
want to have my own kids soon. 


And because I’m spending so much time with her bonding 
and having fun it’s putting my hormones into overdrive. | 
remember reading a few articles over the years about how 
that happens when a woman is around children. | guess | 
was too young or inexperienced to comprehend it. Now I’m 
finding out firsthand. | just had no idea how powerful it truly 
was, but now I’m definitely feeling it. 


But the question that’s really blowing my mind is do I want 
to wait to have my own kids one day when | have the perfect 
situation right here? 


| can’t even believe I’m thinking this, especially so quickly. 


| make myself a cup of tea and sit down on the couch. 
Considering a guy probably picked out this furniture it sure 
is nice. | always expect guys to have black leather couches. 
It’s like they get one in college, and by get that can mean 


inherit one from a roommate or even pull one off the street 
corner at the end of the year when everybody’s throwing 
things out, or they buy one as soon as they get out of 
college. Either way I thought it was some sort of thing that 
guys just did, no matter how predictable or ill fitting it was 
based on the rest of their living space. 


Not Carter. He’s got a sea green couch with thick but soft 
corduroy cushions that just invite you to fall right into them 
as they soak up all the stress from your life. | can’t even 
believe how nice it is. 


And across the room there is a flat screen TV with a bunch of 
movies underneath. And | thought guys only used TVs to 
watch sports and play video games. 


| like the life he lives... maybe a little too much. I’m not 
about to go into his room, even to take a peek, but | can bet 
that if his couch is this nice then his bed must be equally as 
nice if not better. 


And oh how I'd like to be in that bed one day soon. 


I’ve been saving myself for the right guy all this time. Little 
did | know I was actually saving myself for the right man. A 
man who | work for, | admire, and I’m completely smitten by. 


Oh, and lets not forget a man with the world’s cutest baby. 


| mean if Carter can adopt a baby without actually having 
one himself, why can’t I? At least when it comes to Brooklyn 
that is. I’m thinking way down the line here, but it’s better 
to at least run these scenarios though my head now than to 
allow something to develop between Carter and | and then 
try and figure out what I’ve gotten myself into. 


But it’s plain to see what I’ve found here. A loving, 
thoughtful man with a perfect child and a perfect home. All 
that’s missing is the perfect woman. 


A woman to massage his big strong shoulders when he gets 
home from work at night. 


A woman to support Brooklyn as she gets older and needs a 
female figure in her life. 


And a woman to keep him warm at night. 


And he'll be home soon and after last night | have no idea 
what this night will have in store. 


CHAPTER 8 


Carter 


“Anybody home?” I say as | set the keys on the table next to 
the door. 


Alyssa comes tiptoeing out of the back room. She brings a 
finger to her mouth. 


“She just fell asleep... again,” she whispers. 


“Second nap?” | ask. Damn, Alyssa’s looking f-i-n-e fine. 
She’s wearing a T-shirt and jeans but it couldn’t be more 
perfect. | know she needs to be able to move since she’s 
doing so much stuff with Brooklyn all day. 


Her T-shirt is stretched out a bit from holding her | know 
that babies do better when they feel their skin making 
consistent contact with their mother’s or another adult’s. If 
Alyssa spends a good part of her day holding her | know 
Brooklyn will recognize her heartbeat as her mothers and 
the bonding will just get that much deeper At some point 
she really will become her mom. It will just happen 
naturally. 


Calm down, Carter Patience. 
“Yeah,” she says. “We’ve been doing so much today.” 


“Great. What kind of stuff?” 


“| read her a book. We played a bit out back, in the shade of 
course and | had some extra clothes on her She had two 
meals and a couple bottles. Diaper changing of course. Just 
the normal baby stuff.” 


“Well it sounds more than just normal to me. It sounds like 
you two are really getting to know each other.” 


And how I'd like to get to know you a lot better too. 


“We are. And the more | get to know her the more adorable | 
find her.” 


“I know everybody says their baby is the cutest, but I think 
she really is.” 


“| agree.” 


“And | feel like | can say that since I’m not her biological 
father, so it’s not like I’m bragging or anything.” 


“Very true,” she says as she starts laughing a bit. “A very 
good point. It’s completely modest to brag in this case.” 


“But she’s not the only beautiful girl in the house these 
days.” 


| can’t control myself anymore and | don’t care. I’ve been 
thinking about Alyssa all day and I’m not going to try and 
pretend like | haven’t been. 


She blushes. “Thank you.” 
“Thank you,” | say taking a step closer to her “For 


everything, and that isn’t just limited to what you’re doing 
for Brooklyn.” 


She bites her lower lip and takes a moment to reply “But 
I’m not doing anything else.” 


“Oh, you are,” | say moving forward again until I’m directly 
in front of her. It’s just like the position we were in last night 
under that streetlight, but this time we’re in my house away 
from prying eyes. “You’re doing more than you probably 
know.” 

Her eyes drop from mine. | can see she’s shy and modest. 
It’s a trait | admire about her She’s genuine and not 
someone to just put herself out there sexually or otherwise. 
She’s someone who thinks things through and waits to make 
decisions. She’s worth the wait, no matter how long she 
makes me wait. But that’s the irony in my thoughts. | can’t 
wait any longer. 

| need to feel her soft, subtle lips on mine. 

| need to feel her smooth skin under my fingertips. 

And | need to run my hands through her hair. 

To hold her chin in-between my finger and thumb. 


To brush the back of my hand against those high 
cheekbones. 


To wrap my arms around her. 
To grab her hard and pull her closer to me. 
And to be inside her. 


| need her 


And | need her now. 


| bring my hand up to her face and run my fingers through 
the side of her light brown hair. It’s so soft, silky even, to the 
touch. | feel goose bumps form along her scalp, but that’s 
not the only place | feel them. 


| feel them on myself too. I’ve never felt that before when it 
comes to a woman. Never | get it when I get a rush from 
saving someone’s life or something life changing, but not 
from my passion for another human being. 

Until now. 


This is right. So right. My body and my mind are telling me 
so, not that | need any help deciding. 


I’ve wanted her since | saw her. | tried to resist, but my 
resistance was futile..and pointless. 


Any moment not with her is a moment in this life I’ve 
wasted. 


And | don’t have time to waist. We need to make up for lost 
time. All those years | was by myself | was perfectly 
content. Fine. No problems, at least that’s what | thought. 


But that’s before | knew what this feels like. What she feels 
like. And how she can make me feel just from looking at her. 


Just thinking about her. 
Just missing her. 


Like | was all day today at the station, but not anymore. 


“You're beautiful,” | say softly 
“You are too,” she says. 


“I’ve got hard edges and sharp corners. You're soft and 
feminine and everything curves and rounds in the perfect 
way. The way | can trace my fingers along your collarbone 
like this,” | say as | drop my hand down and run the back of 
my fingertips along her collarbone. 


“Or the way | can follow the path of your delicate arm up 
and down all day.” My fingertips continue out towards the 
end of her collarbone and then down her arm slowly. She 
Is. So. Perfect. 


And | have to have her 


“And | saved the softest, most subtle, sexy, beautiful part of 
you for last,” | say. 


My hand continues from her shoulder, back along her 
collarbone until slowly grazing along the side of her neck 
and then along her jawbone until it finds a resting spot on 
her chin. 


| lift her head up. Her gaze moves up to meet mine and I’m 
lost again in those brown eyes of hers. Brown like mine. It’s 
a perfect match in yet another way. 


| lean in slowly and watch as her eyes close. | stop just short 
feeling the anticipation knowing for both of us this will be 
our last, first kiss ever. 


My head draws closer bringing my lips even closer to hers. | 
can feel her warmth. Her breath. Her scent 


And | can’t take it anymore. 


My lips meet hers and out kiss locks us in place now and 
forever. 


There’s absolutely no going back whether she knows it or 
not. 


But | know she won’t because | have two missions in life 
now. 


Raise my daughter. 


And show Alyssa just how much | care for, respect, and 
cherish her forever. 


I’ve never once in my life thought sappy thoughts until this 
moment. 


And | realize now | still haven’t. They’re not sappy. They’re 
real. They’re from the heart. They’re honest and come from 
a place of putting her first. And that’s what a relationship is 
all about. 


At least that’s how ours will be. My two girls are my number 
one priority for the rest of my days. 


And yes, | have two girls now. 


With one kiss she is now Officially mine. 


CHAPTER 9 


Alyssa 
My head floats through a cloud as | feel his lips on mine. 
They’re so much bigger and powerful, but somehow he’s 
places them against mine in the most tender of ways. 
The most perfect of ways. 


And that’s exactly how our first kiss feels to me. Perfect. 


| feel his hands reach around my back and he gently pulls 
my body into his. 


| feel along, hard appendage pressing into my middle and it 
sends my thoughts from romance to lust. 


| don’t know much about penises, but | now this one is 
large...and thick. Thicker and longer than anything I’ve ever 
seen on the Internet. 


Two thoughts quickly enter my mind. 


l'II never be able to take all of him, even though I’m going to 
do everything | can to try. 


Getting physical with me is going to be a disappointment for 
him because | don’t know what I’m doing, let alone what I’m 
going to do with everything he apparently has to offer. 


My hands and arms are straight down, against my legs. | 
move them out to his sides and around to his back, pulling 


myself in even closer. 


His body is so thick and muscular. | just Know that whenever 
I’m around him I'll always feel safe and protected... and tiny, 
light, and beautiful. 


Just his voice, his size, his mannerisms...they all make me 
feel so much more feminine and beautiful. He makes me 
feel better about myself. It’s another benefit | never could 
have expected. 


His hand comes back into my hair and our kiss grows 
deeper. 


“You taste so sweet,” he says in-between increasingly 
deeper kisses. 


“And you taste so... masculine,” | say | don’t know how else 
to describe it. 


But apparently it works as his kisses which were tender at 
first then became deeper, now they’re growing more 
ravishing...and hungry. 


| can feel the passion in his lips, tongue, mouth and even his 
hands as his grip on me becomes tighter... more possessive. 


My grip does the same. 


I want him to be mine. To claim him as he’s claiming me. 
Not just here, but everywhere. 


“I can’t wait to see your amazing naked body laid out in 
front of me while | think about all the naughty things | want 
to do to you.” he says. 


“And | can’t wait to see all your muscles on display as you 
move and twist and turn and flex as you do all those things.” 


“Good, because I’m going to do all those things and more. 
And when my muscles grow big and firm from pleasureful 
exertion you'll reach for them and feel the blood rushing 
through my veins before you feel something else rushing 
inside of you.” 


A moan escapes me at the thought of him coming inside 
me. Does he want another baby... but this time with me? 
Our baby. Our angel. A brother or sister for Brooklyn of our 
creation. 


| want to have his babies... his sexy sons and beautiful 
daughters. The ones | know he'll give me from his perfect 
penis. He’s genetic perfection entering me and forming with 
what | have to become one. 


I want him so bad. | want him inside me now. 


“I'm ready for that. Ready now,” | say reaching for my shirt 
and beginning to pull it up over my head. 


“Ut-uh-uh,” he says. “That’s my job. | get to unwrap my 
present, not you. But you can unwrap yours.” 


My hands move to his waist and | pull his shirt from his pants 
putting this rock hard abs on display, not that | can see 
them, but | can feel them. 


| run my hands over each of his twelve muscles and then 
through the grooves that separate them. What an amazing 
body and it’s about to be all mine. And once I get his pants 
off my hands will go even deeper and when he comes inside 


me l'Il watch as those abdominal muscles flex as he 
unleashes his juices deeper and deeper. 


He allows me to take off his shirt as our kisses are absolute 
mayhem now as if our faces are making hot love mixed with 
sex. He pulls off my shirt and then steps back for a minute, 
taking my hands in his. 

“Look at this perfection that you are.” 

| feel modest and not as perfect as he describes. 

“And this is what | get to see all night long and into eternity.” 
Eternity? Oh my, his word choice is too much. 


“I've been saving it..for you.” 


“Yes you have,” he says. “And | can’t wait to take it and do 
exactly what | want to you for the first time.” 


“Our first time,” I say. “And my first time.” 

“Our first time,” he repeats. 

Suddenly his eyes move from my body to my eyes. 
“Your first time?” he asks. 

“My very first and it’s all for you.” 

“You mean to tell me you’re a... virgin?” 

| nod. 


It’s like the wind comes out of his sails. 


“What’s wrong?” | don’t like the way he looks now. Not at 
all. 


“Nothing’s wrong. Believe me. As a matter of fact 
everything’s right. Perfect. Too perfect.” 


“Too perfect? What do you mean by too perfect?’ 
“We can’t do this now.” 
“Why? You were so ready just a second ago.” 


“Until your words. Things are different now. Things have 
changed.” 


“Why? This is exactly what I’ve been waiting for all my life.” 
“You think you have, but this isn’t it. Believe me. I’m going 
to give you exactly what you’ve been waiting for and as 
much as | wish it was right here and now, it’s not.” 

“But it is here and now.” 

He moves in closer again, hugging me. 

“There’s only one first time, and I’m going to make it one 


you never forget,” he whispers into my ear “And neither will 


Ba 
. 


CHAPTER 10 


Carter 


We spend the rest of the evening on the couch kissing, 
watching movies, and just enjoying each other’s company. 


As much as | want to take it to the next level and as much as 
not doing so brings my balls great pain, | refrain. 


| just can’t. 
It’s not right. 
| need time to do this right. To make this special. 


In some ways I’m angry | almost | started what I couldn’t 
finish right here in my house. 


| Know it would have been incredible, but looking back | 
would have been angry with myself for not doing what | 
know now | have to do. 


Not just for her For us. 


| want to show her a night like she’s never seen. Something 
so over the top just to let her know she truly is a one of a 
kind princess. My princess. 


But it won’t be over the top, no matter how hard | try. That’s 
because even the best isn’t good enough for her But! sure 
am going to try. 


Tomorrow morning I'll call my sister Christina and see how 
her schedule looks. l'Il see if she can watch Brooklyn in the 
next week and when she can I’m going to put together 
something that will blow Alyssa’s mind. 


And then we'll blow each other's. 


CHAPTER 11 


Carter 
One week later 


“Wow,” she says as | hold the door open for her. “I’ve only 
ever seen hotels like this in movies.” 


“Me too,” I say. “I’m just as excited as you are.” 


We both step inside to the presidential penthouse suite. The 
first thing that | see is the Jacuzzi. 


“Shall we?” | ask. 

“Yes!” she says. 

We slip into our swimsuits and then into the Jacuzzi. | pour 
two flutes of champagne from the bottle that was left on ice 


in our room. Am I ever glad | ordered in advance. 


Everything is so perfect. We don’t even have to move a 
muscle. 


But right now her muscles are the number one priority on 
my mind. 


“Ready for your massage?” | ask. 


“We've got a masseuse coming?” 


With my free hand | play an imaginary piano in the air 
showing my fingers are warmed up and ready. 


“Oh. Even better,” she says just before she slides in front of 
me. 


The minute her backside makes contact with my lap | go to 
instant erection. 


“Is that part of the massage,” she jokes. 
“Well, he can massage you or you can massage him?” | say. 


“| would love to,” she says reaching her hand around and 
running it along my thigh. 


“Just not right now,” | say, grabbing her wrist and moving it 
to a comfortable resting position. “Right now is all about 
you and your satisfaction. Satisfaction while you relax 
completely.” 


“| don’t mind,” she says. 


“Ido. There will be plenty of us time later Believe me. 
Right now | want you to focus one hundred percent on you 
time. Be selfish even. If you’re selfish we both win because 
| know how much I’m going to enjoy this...how much | 
already am enjoying this,” | say as | begin massaging her 
shoulders. 


She sets her flute down just next to the side of the tub and 
allows her head to fall back onto my shoulder. She fits 
perfectly there, just as | knew she would. 


The feeling of her wet hair against my body is one | haven’t 
experienced before, but just like everything about her it’s 


absolutely perfect...especially when it involves part of her 
touching part of me. 


| can’t get enough of the feeling of her That’s probably one 
of the reasons | might just be enjoying this massage more 
than she is, and based by the noises she’s making she’s 
enjoying it a whole lot. 


I’m extremely thankful that Christina could watch Brooklyn 
tonight. And I’m just as thankful that whoever had this 
reservation cancelled less than an hour before | called the 
hotel. 

I’ve never been in a five star hotel before. Never dined in 
one. Never been in a Jacuzzi in one. And never spent a 
night in one. 

And certainly never made love in one either. 


And that’s what tonight was all about. 


But not just tonight. Tonight was just the start of a love 
affair | was going to have with her forever. 


She was the one, plain and simple. Everything made sense 
when we were together and nothing did when we were 
apart. 

With her there was no thinking, just doing. 

Jokes were funnier. 


Sunny days were sunnier. 


Rainy days weren’t even noticed. It was just a chance to 
stay inside and watch movies and eat popcorn. And when 


Brooklyn cried, or got hungry or reminded us she was there, 
not that she needed to, it was a welcome break from what 
we were doing to remember how we bonded in the first 
place. 


Family. 


Specifically my family, but | knew in time it would be our 
family. 


| had already started thinking of ways to make it happen. 


Why spend another moment apart when | already knew | 
wanted to be with her forever? I’m a logical guy and getting 
her into my house as soon as possible made the absolute 
most sense to me. 


Sure, she had an entire year of school left, and that played 
into things, but when she came back home to visit her new 
home should be my home. Our home. 


But first | needed to meet her dad and ask his permission. | 
was an old fashioned kind of guy and also one who believed 
in respect. 


And I respected the man who put the most beautiful 
creature in the world onto this planet. 


But right now my head was in the clouds. So much so that 
all my thoughts of making her mine, officially, caused me to 
lose track of time. 


But not my hands. My hands ran on autopilot, beating to 
their own drum. It’s not hard to see why. With a body like 
hers it was only natural for them to want to explore... to 
feel...to pleasure. 


After thoroughly massaging the entirety of her back my 
hands come around to the front of her running along her 
stomach and then up to her breasts. 


| grab them with my hands and she moans even deeper 
before reaching for her glass and taking a sip. 


She re-positions herself in the Jacuzzi turning to face me and 
we kiss for probably the hundredth time tonight, but like all 
her kisses it feels like the first. 


l'Il never get enough of her. 


But this kiss is intoxicating in more ways than one. | taste 
her sweetness mixed with the alcohol. 


Her hand moves from my thigh and she takes my cock, 
grabbing it. 


“It’s time,” she says. 


“It’s been time since the first moment I laid eyes on you.” 


CHAPTER 12 


Alyssa 


Thanks to our suite having multiple bathrooms we're able to 
both quickly shower at the same time. 


Not more than fifteen minutes later | walk into our bedroom 
only to find him lying out on the bed with his towel 
strategically positioned across his groin. I|’d say strategically 
and not covertly because my eyes immediately go to the 
gigantic tent he’s pitching in his lap. 


“Don’t move,” he says. “Stand right there. | want to look at 
you. So fresh and so clean with only a white towel around 
your body and another around your head. You look as pure 
as the day you were born.” 

“And | am,” | say. 

“Just for me. Now and always.” 


“The way it should be and the way | always wanted it.” 


He motions with his hand to come closer around towards the 
foot of the bed. 


| walk across the luxurious hardwood floor towards the spot 
he pointed out, never taking my eyes from him or his eyes 
coming off mine. 


“How dry is your hair?” 


“Enough.” 


“Then let’s see you take that towel off so | can see those 
feminine locks of yours.” 


| carefully untwist the towel and lean to the side letting my 
hair fall. 


“On the chair,” he says. 


| look over and see the chair next to me and set the towel 
down there. 


“And then there was one,” he says. 


“Slowly,” he says in a raised voice, “| want you to undo your 
towel, but keep yourself covered.” 


| do as I’m told carefully removing the knot I created and 
then holding the towel in front of my body. 


“| already know how beautiful you’re going to be but the 
anticipation is still enough to drive me wild.” 


| smile. 


“Because even though | know you’re the most beautiful girl 
in the world | know the words | could use to describe you 

and the visions I’ve already had of your naked body won’t do 
justice to the real thing...the real you bared in front of me.” 


“You want me to remove the towel.” 
“No!” he says, his voice even deeper and more commanding 


than before. “I want to remember this moment forever, just 
as | will this entire night. | want to imprint not only this 


memory, but this feeling in my mind and body so deep that | 
can call on it whenever | want and relive it any time | 
desire.” 


“You can really do that?” 
“Do you know what the most powerful sexual organ is?” 
| shake my head. 


“The mind, and mine is more alert, stimulated, and excited 
than it’s ever been before. And as much as l'Il try and 
recreate this moment time and time again in life l'Il never 
reach the same level. | can get close, but it will never be the 
same without you standing here like you are now.” 


He pauses looking me up and down. 


“Never the same level of lust thinking how badly | want you, 
and how you can easily see just how badly. Never the same 
level of anticipation and excitement like the way my heart is 
beating right now. And never the same level of knowing 
that you have the ultimate gift which you’ve saved for me. 

A once in a lifetime gift that only | can have, and only | will 
have. Forever. And the gift that | have for you, knowing I’m 
going to give you the most memorable night of your life and 
also of mine.” 


“I like the sound of that.” 

He says nothing...just continues staring at me. 

| thought | would feel more nervous about this moment, but 
his words, eyes, and body language make me feel more 


empowered. | want to please him but I can clearly see that | 
already am. He doesn’t expect me to know what I’m doing 


and he doesn’t want that either He wants to be in control to 
guide me through this. To hold my hand and when we're 
finished to hold me in his arms so | can feel safe and warm 
after letting myself go for the first time. Revealing a side of 
myself that no one has ever seen. 


“The time for talk is over Slowly...very slowly...drop your 
towel.” 


| move at the slowest pace | possibly can bringing my towel 

down across my chest, freeing my breasts and then down to 
my midsection. | carefully let the towel slide down past my 

pussy and then release it onto the floor. 

“God you are beautiful,” he says. “Come to me.” 

| walk toward the bed completely bared for him. 

His hand reaches across his body as he grabs the side of his 
towel and peels it back, freeing that massive erection for me 
to admire for the first time. 

| imagine all the things | want to do to it. 

Suck it. 

Ride it. 


Feel it slide in and out of me opening me up wider and wider 
as he goes deeper and deeper. 


| feel my juices flowing already and know I’m beyond damp. 


| get onto the bed, straddling him, lining up my opening 
with his rod. 


Suddenly his hands shoot to my hips grabbing me and 
spinning me onto my back putting him on top and in control. 


He grabs his cock with one hand and slowly runs the tip up 
and down my folds, not quite entering me. 


He pulls his hips back and brings his face forward kissing me 
gently on the lips as he continues to please my pussy. 


But pleasing quickly becomes teasing as | yearn for his dick. 
“I want you,” | say. 

“| want to be inside you,” he says. “I need to feel you. To 
own you in the same moment you empty me completely and 
own me.” 

“| want you to own me. I’m yours.” 

“And you’re mine.” 

He pauses. 

“Are you ready?” 

“I'm ready,” | say. 

“Ready to take my cock.” 

“I want your cock. | need your cock.” 


“And | need you to have it, but first we make love.” 


“Yes,” | say and | feel my body become tingly everywhere. 
He said the word | want to hear “For us to make love.” 


He stops kissing me, his head rising up just above me. 


He stares into my eyes as his hips come forward and he 
enters me for the first time. 


It feels incredible, strange, and wonderful all at the same 
time. He only goes in a bit and then rocks his rod back out 
of me. 

“How was that?” 


“Good. Thank you. Maybe you can go alittle deeper” 


“Okay. | don’t want to go too deep though. | want to be 
careful. | don’t want you to hurt tomorrow...too much.” 


I smile. “Il don’t want to hurt too much either... but a little is 
Okay.” 


He smiles back and it’s a side of him | don’t see too often. | 
have a feeling after tonight | will. 


“Here | come again,” he says as his cock enters me. 
| watch as his eyes close. 


“Alyssa you feel amazing. | want to be inside you all the 
time.” 


| moan slightly. 
His eyes open and he exhales hard. 
“And your moans only make me want to go deeper inside 


you so you can feel even more of me while | feel more of 
you.” 


“Deeper,” | say. “Go deeper.” 


| feel his cock pull back and then move forward into me so 
slowly | can feel every nerve ending of his shaft inside me as 
he opens me, moving further inside than the last time. 


| reach for the sheets, grabbing them as my moans intensify 
and my hunger for more of him drives me to the point of 
screaming. 


“More,” | Say. 


He pulls back and comes forward again. My eyes close and | 
grab down even harder. 


“Right there!” | say “Right there.” 


His cock pulls back and slides forward again to the exact 
same spot. The perfect spot of pleasure inside me. 


He begins moving his hips slightly faster always to the same 
depth and any thoughts of whether I’d climax from tonight 
are long forgotten. 


“Carter,” I say. “Carter” 

“Alyssa,” he moans. His pace quickens. 

| open my eyes and see his face and what I’ve done to it. It 
barely registers that he’s even here, it’s like he’s off in some 
other world and | can totally relate. 

| feel totally alert and totally gone at the same time. It’s like 


I’m floating on a euphoric cloud but now it’s time for the 
downpour. 


“I’m gonna come!” he yells. 
“I’m coming! I’m coming!” | say. 
“U hhh.” 


His body freezes and he unleashes a warm gift deep inside 
me sending my climax into the next level. 


| feel his cock twitch and shake as he empties everything he 
has inside my pussy. Just when | think he’s finished another 
round of his warmth greets me and then another. 


Suddenly he leans forward and takes my face in both hands 
kissing me hard. He makes a noise like he’s eating me, and 
it almost feels like he is. His kisses are so hungry and so 
animalistic and | did this to him. 


And this is just the beginning. 
| feel his feet slide back on the bed and the weight of his 
body on top of me move to the side of me as he leaves his 


cock in me. 


“| don’t want to move,” he says. “I don’t ever want to leave 
you.” 


“Good, because | want to feel you inside me forever.” 


| can feel his heart beating against me. His body and mind 
are moving as fast as mine is as he tries to calm himself. 


He moves his head over to mine and just when | suspect 
another round of desirous kisses that can’t quench his thirst 
for me he does the opposite. 


He kisses me gently on the forehead before taking me in his 
arms and rolling onto his back. 


He’s still inside me and now I’m on top...feeling safe, 
protected, complete and loved. 


CHAPTER 13 


Carter 
“Carter?” 


The cashier takes my money and I turn to my side. I'd 
recognize that voice anywhere. 


“Steven!” 


| step around the lady behind me in line and give my buddy 
a handshake and an embrace. 


“How have you been?” 

“Great. Never better You?” 

“Can’t complain.” 

“Sir, your change,” the cashier says. 


| keep my eyes on Steven but move back toward the pay 
point at the register. 


“You checking out?” 
“Yeah,” he says. 
“I'll wait for you.” 


| take my things and stand off to the side. 


Less than a minute later and Steven is through the line too. 
“Are those diapers in your bag?” 

“Guilty as charged.” 

“You're kidding me?” 

“Nope.” 

“You're a father now?” 

“Baby girl. Never been happier” 

“No way. You’re bullshitting me?” 

“You can’t bullshit a bullshitter right?” 
“That’s true. Where is she?” 

“Back at the house.” 

“House? You’re living back in town too?” 


“Sorry man. I’ve been meaning to call you. The station 
mandated overtime and I’ve been swamped.” 


“No worries.” He pauses. “So you’ve got a daughter, but | 
don’t see a ring on your finger.” 


“Adopted. But I’ve got a girl now Can’t even tell you how 
excited | am about her.” 


“Whaaat? Gonna pop the question?” 


“Can’t do anything until | talk to her father first.” 


“That’s the way to do it. Always the gentleman.” 

“| hope so. Want to do things the right way.” 
“Agreed. So...when am I going to get to meet her?” 
“| mean...if you’re not busy you can right now.” 


“I’m in. Let me throw this in my truck and l'Il follow you 
over.” 


“Perfect.” 

“Where do you live?” 

“Over on Park Street.” 

“Park Street? | moved there a couple years ago.” 
“Really? What number?” 

“Fourteen twenty-one.” 

“You're messing with me.” 

“You're close by?” 

“Are you serious? Fourteen twenty-one.” 

“I can show you my license if you don’t believe me.” 


“| believe you it’s just...” | pass and point to myself. 
“Fourteen twenty-three.” 


“Next door?” 


“White house with the picket fence.” 
“Holy Toledo.” 
“What are the odds?” 


“Well considering we grew up together and we did 
everything together it makes sense.” 


“That’s just because you always copied me,” he says giving 
me a nuggie. 


“That’s cheating,” | say trying to avoid his knuckle from 
rubbing my scalp any longer. 


“Older brother little brother, right? That’s how it works.” 
“Little brother isn’t so little anymore.” 


He wraps his arm around me and we walk out to the parking 
lot. 


| can’t believe | ran into Steven. He’s a couple years older 
than me, but we bonded over sports when we were younger 
and were best friends ever since. When I moved away to be 
a cop we kept in touch, but the communication slowed down 
quite a bit. Now that I’m back in town and have my life 
completely going in the right direction | can’t wait to hang 
out with him again and introduce him to my two girls. 


CHAPTER 14 


Carter 


“One for you and one for me,” | say handing Steven a cold 
one. 


“Coronas. Breaking out the top shelf stuff.” 


“Only the best for my long lost brother from another 
mother” 


“Cheers.” 

“Cheers.” 

We clink bottles and take a sip. 

“Speaking of mothers where’s the new dad’s girl?” 
“I think she’s out back. Want to meet her?” 

“You think? Your kid who wears diapers runs free?” 


“She’s not a gazelle on the African plains, man. She's in 
very capable hands. Here, l'Il show you.” 


| motion towards the back patio and through the sliding 
glass door | see Alyssa playing with Brooklyn underneath the 
backyard canopy | installed. 


“There they are,” I say. 


| knock on the glass and then pull it to the side so Steven 
can pass. 


At the sound of the knock Alyssa’s head turns around to an 
absolute look of shock. 


“Allison?” 
“You two know each other?” 


Steven looks at me like a cross between I’m crazy and he 
absolutely doesn’t trust me anymore. 


| freeze, not sure what’s going on. 


Steven looks back at Alyssa and then | look at her too. Her 
gaze darts from Steven to me and back again. 


“Hey,” she says to Steven. It’s short and terse. 

“Can somebody tell me what’s going on here?” | ask. 

“Can somebody tell me what’s going on here?” Steven says. 
“Steven. Seriously What’s up?” | don’t like this one bit. 
“Are you kidding?” Steven asks. “You don’t know.” 

“No,” | say forcefully. 


“Why is my daughter in your backyard?” 


CHAPTER 15 


Alyssa 
Carter knows my dad? 
“Your daughter? She’s...babysitting my daughter,” Carter 
says. Oh my god I’m glad he didn’t say we were together 


right now. 


“This is the girl you’ve been babysitting? Carter’s 
daughter?” 


“Yeah dad. You know I’ve been babysitting all this time. | 
mean... how was | to know you knew each other?” 


“You know about Carter You’ve heard me speak about him.” 
“You said he moved away.” 

“Yeah, but...| guess you’re right.” 

He pauses. 

“But | thought you were off today.” 


“Carter asked me to watch Brooklyn because he had errands 
to run.” 


My dad’s eyes narrow. | can’t tell if he suspects anything or 
not, but | know he’s wondering what’s going on. 


“Is that shirt new?” 


“It’s yes it’s new.” 
“Where’s the rest of it?” 


“Dad, I’m moving around all day long with Brooklyn. | get 
hot. It’s better to wear something like this.” 


“Something that shows off your stomach?” 

“Just when | move, and not that much.” 

“It’s tied off above your belly button.” 

“There,” | say undoing it so it can hang past my belt line. 
“Well,” my dad says. “This is a surprise.” 

“I'll say so,” Carter says. “I already knew Brooklyn was in 
good hands and now | know just how good those hands are. 
There’s nobody I’d trust more with her than one of your 


own,” Carter says. 


“One of my own,” my dad says. 


CHAPTER 16 


Carter 
Two weeks later 


It literally blows my mind that | never made the connection. 
| mean Alyssa’s full name is Allison? How was | to know 
those two names are even related? 


And Smith? It’s the most popular surname in the country. 
It’s not like it sets off any bells when you hear it. 


And to think the day | bumped into Steven at store | was 
going to ask her when I could meet her dad. He beat me to 
it...in a big way. 


And speaking of big who does he think he is hiding behind 
my shrubs right now trying to get a look inside? He’s way 
too big to hide behind those things, but what is even bigger 
is the problem | have on my hands now. 


When he’s not trying to go all Navy SEAL spy on me he’s 
dropping by for random stuff or calling asking if | know the 
score to the game. The game? What year are we in? It’s 
not like he doesn’t have hundreds of channels of cable TV 
plus high speed Internet to keep him updated around the 
clock. And he’s my neighbor to boot so when he tries to tell 
me his connection is going in and out and mine’s full bars 
then | know what he really wants is to put me behind bars, 
as in the ones down at the station. 


Things are just too dicey right now. I’m ready to go to the 
next level with Alyssa, but her dad’s going to freak out if | 
even tell him we’ve got something going on. 


Thinking short term | could just tell him it’s her decision and 
to leave us alone if he can’t take it and support our wishes. 
But long term that would only cause our relationship to 
evaporate plus it would strain his relationship with his only 
daughter, and | definitely don’t want to be the cause of that. 


There’s only one thing | can do right now even though | sure 
don’t want to. 


“Alyssa,” | Say. 

“Hey handsome,” she says. 
“How’s Brooklyn?” 

“| just put her down for a nap.” 


“Perfect. Let’s head into the living room and talk fora 
second.” 


“About what?” 


| can see the concern in her face and this definitely isn’t the 
direction | want this to go. 


| take her hand and lead her into the living room, offering a 
seat next to me on the couch. 


“| want to be with you more than anything. And when I say 
be with you I’m not just talking about today, tomorrow, next 
month, or next year I’m talking about forever.” 


“Carter, are you?” 

“No. I’m not proposing. Sorry, I’m in a different headspace 
right now My words aren't translating as well as | hoped 
from my head to my mouth.” 

“Well, what are you trying to say then?” 


“Your dad. My best friend. He’s out of control right now.” 


“Tell me about it. He’s probably in my room going through 
my things right now.” 


“Actually... it’s worse.” 

“Worse?” 

“He’s in the bushes trying to get a look in the window.” 
“You're joking me!” 


“| wish | was, and I also wish | was joking when | said it’s not 
the first time.” 


“I’m going to go give him a piece of my mind!” she says 
jumping up. | grab her by the wrist and calmly pat the 
couch cushion. She looks at it, and then at me. She exhales 
hard and then sits down. 


“That’s exactly what we can’t do. He’s looking for an 
emotional response that will tip him off that we’re trying to 
hide something.” 


“Because we are.” 


“| know, and it’s been two weeks of this now.” 


“| need to just tell him the truth and to stay out of my life if 
he can’t handle it.” 


“Tneed to tell him, not you. I’m aman. It’s my 
responsibility.” 


“Are you sure?” 
“I'm sure, but I’m also sure now is not a good time.” 


“What about tomorrow? Maybe we can schedule 
something?” 


“Not tomorrow either | thought this through and | think the 
best course of action is to cut back your hours a bit. Make 
them very professional looking. l'Il print out a schedule and 
give it to you so you can even put it on your fridge if you 
want. | want what you’re doing over here with Brooklyn to 
continue of course. You’re doing a great job. But! just need 
it to look more like a job and not so much hanging out, as 
he’s probably seeing it right now.” 


“But it is a job. | mean I’m hanging out at the same time, 
but—” 


“I know beautiful. And there’s nobody else I'd rather have 
raise Brooklyn, but for right now | need to bring my sister in 
to take some of the hours. The hours in the evening and 
maybe the weekends I’m working too.” 


“But we've grown so close already.” 


“| know that and it’s the perfect situation for everyone. It’s 
only temporary and once your dad relaxes just a bit and is in 


a more normal state of mind then l'II go talk to him. | doubt 
it will take more than a couple weeks.” 


“A couple weeks!” 


“I’m going to pay you your full rate as if you’re working here 
all the hours you have been. | know this isn’t about money, 
but for me it’s also about principle) And as much as I hate to 
do this it just has to be done. | know your dad better than 
anybody. If | approach him now he'll absolutely blow his top 
and will hate the both of us for longer than | care to 

imagine. | don’t want to risk alienating him from your life, 
especially when our family starts to grow.” 


She says nothing. 


This is one of those moments where my being a guy trying 
to explain what I’m thinking to a woman just comes out 
terribly | know it. | can read it on her face and her body 
language. 


“It’s just a couple weeks and in the grand scheme of things 
it will make everyone’s life better Trust me. I’m not about 
to let you go.” 


“Isn’t that exactly what you’re doing? You're scaling back 
now, but what happens the next time another bump in the 
road comes? Huh? Your just gonna put me on the back 
burner again until you can figure it out?” 


“I’m not putting you on the back burner and this is your dad 
we're talking about. We've only got one dad in life, okay 
maybe two for some people, but you get the idea.” 


“No I don’t get your ideas. Or then again maybe | do. 
Maybe this is the beginning of the end. Huh?” 


“Alyssa. Come on. You know—“ 
“No I don’t know! Not with the way you’re acting right now.” 


She stands up from the couch. | reach for her wrist but she 
shakes me off. 


“| need to go home for the rest of today... at least. | need 
time to think about my future too, even though you seem to 
have already made all those decisions for me.” 

“Come on,” | say, but it’s too late. 

She runs out the door and towards her front steps. 

| see her dad come out from behind the bushes as if he was 
just doing some gardening or something. Nice try. His 
bushes are at least fifteen feet from my bushes. 

“Is everything okay?” he says. 

“| hate you!” she says. “Both of you!” 

That was exactly what | was hoping to avoid. Things just 
went from bad to worse real quick and I’ve got to head back 
to the drawing board immediately to figure out how to save 
my relationship with her I’m gonna do whatever it takes to 
show her that she’s mine and only mine. 


And this time | can’t mess it up. 


CHAPTER 17 


Alyssa 
| run to my room and slam the door. 


“What’s wrong, sweetheart?” | hear accompanied by 
knocking. 


“Go a-way!” | yell. 
“Just let me come in.” 
“Go!” | yell again. 


| hear my dad’s footsteps down the hall and the tears start 
flowing. 


What’s wrong with these two. | thought being ina 
relationship with a man wasn’t going to be like this. And not 
just any man, but Carter. 


Yet here we are with two “men” fighting over a girl like two 
high school boys. And the worst part is one is my dad! 


This should be so simple. So easy. 

My dad should support me and my decisions. And Carter 
should just tell him how things are going to be and that’s 
that. 


But no. They both have to make things hard... possibly to 
the point of impossible. 


Maybe Carter is over me. Maybe he needs a break after all 
the time we've been spending together Maybe he realized 
that I’m better off being just his babysitter and not his baby. 


| laugh in between tears. His baby? What’s wrong with me? 


In a way I’m acting like a baby but it’s just because | care 
about us so much. 


You can’t get my hopes up only to send them tumbling to 
the ground on a whim one afternoon. What’s wrong with 
him? 


And he even has the audacity to tell me he’s going to print 
out a schedule like | work for him. And he suggests where | 
can put it. 


Well | Know where he can shove it. That’s for sure. 


If it weren’t for Brooklyn | wouldn’t even go back over there 
until he started acting right. If he starts acting right. 


But that little girl is so perfect and we’re so close now that 
I'd do anything for her, even if that meant feeling like I’m 
humiliating myself 


And is that exactly what I’m doing? Making a fool out of 
myself? Getting played like a fiddle by an older guy? 


| don’t want to think that at all, but right now I’m not so 
sure. 


I’m not sure of much actually. 


And if that’s going to change anytime soon then it’s going to 
be Carter who takes the action to make it happen, especially 
since he’s the one who made everything fall apart. 


He’s given me doubt now _Let’s see if he can give me 
assurances. 


And not just words. Actions. 


That is if he really wants to be with me anymore. 


CHAPTER 18 


Carter 


“You got Brooklyn?” | ask Christina who’s holding her on the 
couch in my living room. 


“I've got her Now go get your girl.” 

“That’s exactly what I’m going to do.” 

| shove the front door open and march over to Steven’s 
house. It wasn’t thirty minutes ago that | called Christina 
and told her what’s been going on and she drove right over. 


And now I’m going over to Steven’s house to tell him to. 


| don’t care what he thinks. All | care about is what | did 
earlier today and making it right. 


Do | respect my friend? Yes. 
Do | want to remain friends? Absolutely. 


Is it the most important thing to me in the world? Nota 
chance. 


She is and it’s time to get back to acting like it. 
| pound on the door with the side of my fist. 


“Coming. Hold your horses,” comes from the living room. 


“I’m not holding back anything,” | mumble under my breath. 
“Carter. You look like a man possessed.” 

“lam. We need to talk.” 

“Everything okay?” 

“That’s up to you.” 

“Woah buddy. What’s gotten into you?” 


“Steven you’ve been my friend for a long time but you 
haven't been acting like it lately.” 


“What are you talking about?” 

“Hiding out beside my house. Dropping by unannounced for 
fake reasons you care nothing about. | know what you’re up 
to.” 


“What I’m up to? What in the hell are you up to?” 


“Exactly what you think I’m up to. I’m in love with your 
daughter” 


“Well, you son of a bitch!” 

Steven’s hands shoot toward me and just as he makes 
contact with my chest | grab his wrists sending us both 
flying off the steps. 


And then all hell breaks loose. 


“I’m gonna kill you,” he yells. 


He’s on top but not for long. 
“You're not in control here. | am,” | say. 


| get my legs wrapped around him and flip him up and over 
my head, landing right on top of him. Am | ever glad for 
that Krav Maga and judo training at the station we 
conducted last month. 


He tries to punch up at me but he can’t get anything, with 
me holding his shoulders on the ground. 


“You respect us and let us be or | don’t let you up.” 


“You don’t have to let up, because I’m gonna get up myself 
and when | do I’m gonna kick your ass.” 


Steven tries for a leg lock before coming around with an 
elbow that catches me squarely in the jaw. 


I’m temporarily stunned, but I’m not letting him up. Not 
until he gives up and I’m not just talking about this scuffle. 
I’m talking about gives up his sneaking around so Alyssa 
and | can go about our lives in peace. 


“You're not kicking anything. I’m sorry you had to find out 
this way, but | didn’t have a lot of choices. | was gonna ask 
her to meet her father the day | ran into you, but things just 
snowballed too quickly.” 


“Don’t rub it in my face.” 
Steven gets his hip rotated and gets my body leaning. | lean 


into him and wrap my arms up and underneath his armpits 
in some sort of messed up wrestling hold. 


“Get off me!” he yells. 
“Not until you promise you'll let us be.” 


The porch lights in the neighborhood come on one right 
after the other and | can hear mumbles. 


“The cops are coming!” | hear a voice yell. 
“You willing to lose your job over this?” Steven says. 
“l'm willing to lose everything for her,” | say. 


Not twenty seconds later a squad car comes roaring around 
the corner and pulls up right in Steven’s front yard. Part of 
me is proud my team answered the call so quickly, and 
another part of me knows the embarrassment that awaits. 


But nothing is as embarrassing as what I’ve already gone 
through. Suggesting to Alyssa that we had to hide from her 
dad. What was I thinking? | thought I was putting other 
people first and even helping her out, but then | realized the 
person who always comes first is her That’s the real way to 
help her out, make her life better, and show her what | really 
think about her. 


“Captain Donovan?” a voice yells. 
“Arrest him!” one of the neighbors yells. 


| feel four hands grabbing me from behind but I don’t let go 
of Steven. 


| manage to hold on for another twenty or thirty seconds 
until a second unit arrives and four hands become eight plus 


one well trained German Shepherd who’s knife like teeth are 
mere inches from my face. 


The team gets us separated and pulls us around the side of 
the house. 


“Captain, | don’t know how to proceed,” the officer who is 
junior to me says. 


“Do your job officer If you have to arrest me, arrest me.” 

“A citizen’s arrest?” he asks. 

“Ask him,” | say motioning towards Steven. 

“Sir, would you like to have this citizen’s arrested?” 

Steven knows he’s in a catch twenty-two. He put his hands 
on me first and this is public humiliation for both of us. Our 
names are already going to be in the blotter, now it’s justa 
matter of how many paragraphs they give us and whether 


this winds up with the other police calls or on the front page. 


“Sir? Are you pressing charges? Neighbors said he had you 
down, and he’s considered a deadly weapon.” 


“He’s not a deadly weapon,” Steven says. “I was just about 
to pin him.” 


A moment passes where nothing is said and then I can’t take 
it anymore. | bust out laughing. 


“Iwas. | had you. | was letting you wear yourself out,” he 
says. 


“Just like you did after football practice that one time?” 


“That was different.” 

“Riilight,” | say. 

“Sir? It’s a yes or no question.” 

“No,” he says before pausing. “I don’t want to press 
charges... although a restraining order against seeing my 


daughter might work out better” 


“Come see me tomorrow and l'II fill the paperwork out for 
you,” | say. “Before | stick it in the trash.” 


“The girl from the parking lot?” one of the officers asks. 
“Who doesn’t know about that now?” | ask. 
“Sorry, sir People are asking questions.” 


| turn and see Alyssa standing on the front steps to her 
house. 


She looks sad, her eyes tired from crying. 


I’ve got a question for her that’s going to make her cry even 
more, but in a totally different way. 


“It’s time | ask some questions?” | say. 

| walk over to Alyssa and take a knee. 

“Being without you for even just a few hours brought me 
enough grief to make it feel like a lifetime | was wrong 


earlier | made a mistake. A mistake | won’t make again... if 
you give me another shot. Alyssa, will you marry me?” | ask. 


She looks down in my eyes and then walks down the stairs. 


“Get up,” she says, as she brushes grass off my forehead. 
“So you can kiss me.” 


We kiss and | feel a rush of energy come back shooting 
through my entire body. 


“Yes,” she says. “ l'II marry you and | promise to be the best 
mother I can to Brooklyn...and to all the children we're going 
to have.” 


“Good,” | say. “Because I’m hoping you’re up for a whole lot 
of them.” 


“A whole house full,” she says. 
| slide my ring on her finger and we're right back to kissing. 


Cops are known to come in, fight the bad guys, and save the 
day. 


Well, Steven’s no bad guy and I’m off duty, but true to form | 
feel like | did save the day... from myself 


Just when it looked like I’d lost it all | got my girl back and 
I’m never going to let her go. 


Even if we have to move to her college town for her last 
semester. She’s mine and I’m not going to miss a minute of 
this life we’re creating together without her. 


And neither will Brooklyn... our daughter. 


The first of many. 


EPILOGUE 


Carter 
One year later 


“In your face!” | say as | make a three-point shot while 
Steven tries to guard me. 


“Lucky shot,” he says. 

| give hima high five. “Speaking of lucky shots, thanks for 
giving me a shot with your daughter. | appreciate it more 
than you could ever know and l'm glad we were able to 
remain friends.” 

“Don’t mention it.” 

“Come on man, you were mad at first,” | tease. 


“What did you expect me to do?” 


“Ask us how many people we were inviting for the wedding 
so you could start saving up?” 


“Okay, man. Enough is enough.” 
“But seriously. I’m glad everything worked out. Sorry to 


give you a hard time, but looking back on it now it's kinda 
fun.” 


“And the wedding was fun too. | never thought I’d give my 
daughter away to my best friend. That’s for sure.” 


“But you feel fine about it now, right?” 


“Yeah, it’s cool now. You know, | was thinking back about it 
the other day. | think it’s normal for me to react the way | 
did, but I think it’s amplified even more because | was a 
single dad and Alyssa was my only daughter She was my 
only female connection to my wife, and she reminds me of 
her so much.” 


“I’m sorry about what happened.” 


“We can’t go back in time unfortunately, but all things 
considered it’s great that she’s just next door now so | can 
see her anytime | want. And Brooklyn too.” 


“Yeah, it’s good to be back in town full time. And I’m super 
lucky the station let me transfer out while Alyssa finished 
her education.” 


“But they got a good deal out of that arrangement.” 


“A great deal. The best deal. Everybody at the station loves 
her and it’s perfect for everyone that she can give twenty 
hours a week down there to help out. Plus none the officers 
like to do paperwork and Alyssa’s very organized, has great 
handwriting, and has way better written communication 
Skills than l'Il ever have. And not just me. She’s much more 
succinct than just about all of us. Our reports are done 
quicker and read better.” 


“Plus | bet it’s nice that she’s bringing in some extra 
spending cash.” 


“Sure is, but we don’t actually spend it. We just put it 
towards Brooklyn’s education.” 


“Just Brooklyn’s?” 


“Well we're going to have to start another education fund 
now that Alyssa is pregnant.” 


“You know I couldn’t imagine thinking a year ago that she’d 
be pregnant now. If you would have told me I would have 
thought it was a disaster But being that it’s the two of you 
it’s a completely different story. | couldn’t be more excited.” 
“Me either” 

“Have you picked out a name yet?” 


“We still don’t know the sex.” 


“Please don’t say sex when you're talking about my 
daughter” 


“My bad,” | say, punching him playfully in the arm. “Another 
game?” 


“Sure, but no dunking.” 

“No dunking. It’s a deal.” | say. 

| offer my hand to Steven to shake. He takes it and then 
quickly slaps the ball away with his other dribbling quickly 
for the basket and laying it in. 


| probably could have blocked it but it’s more fun to see him 
make it because it makes him happy. 


And thanks to Alyssa and Brooklyn I’ve come to realize 
that’s what life’s all about. 


Making others happy. 

Because that’s what makes me the happiest. 

Nothing is as exciting as seeing Brooklyn say her first words 
or take her first steps. Or the moment when Alyssa told me 
she was pregnant with our child. 


Nothing beats that. 


Alyssa has changed me more than she’ll ever know, and I’m 
extremely grateful. 


And l'm also grateful we get to share this right next door to 
Steven and Alyssa’s brother. 


We've got our own little station right here at our two houses. 
And although I'll always do everything | can to protect my 
family and loved ones, this isn’t exactly a police station that 
we've got. 

It’s much more like a diaper changing station. 

Or a bottle-feeding station. 

Or my personal favorite...a station where we come and go 
whether we're creating memories here or on one of our many 
weekend road trips. 


Together. 


Always together. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Alyssa 

Eight years later 
“So if | do this,” Carter says putting his hands on Adam's 
chest, “then you do this.” He demonstrates how Adam can 
get out of a possible violent situation without escalating it or 
getting himself hurt. 
“Ready to practice?” 
a Ready.” 
“Okay... how... about... now!” 


Carter comes at Adam who quickly defends himself 


“Great job, buddy! You’re going to make a great cop 
someday.” 


“Someday,” he says. “But first | just want to be able to 
protect Brooklyn and Samantha at school.” 


Carter gives Adam a high five. “That’s what I’m talking 
about, buddy!” he says. “Okay, one more and then off to 
bed.” 


Carter and Adam go through the drill again and then Carter 
gives Adam a playful spank on the behind sending him off to 
bed. 


“A couple more and he was going to need another bath.” 


“Speaking of baths, in another thirty minutes all the kids will 
be asleep. | was just wondering...” 


“You think | could possibly say no to that?” 


“| sure hope not. And | also hope you’re not going to say no 
to more kids.” 


“Isn’t three a lucky number?” | say. 
“Not as lucky as twelve.” 
“Twelve?” 


“Yeah, that’s the number of months in a year... hours in a 
day, if you count it twice that is... it’s a dozen... it’s—“ 


“Okay | get the picture, but | don’t think you ever will,” | say 
playfully poking him in the ribs. 


“What do you mean?” 

“I'd love more kids, but | also love the idea of giving the 
ones we have as much time as we can. If we have more we 
have to spread that time out even more.” 

“I'll find more time,” he says. 


“How in the world are you going to find time?” 


“When it comes to family there’s always a way.” 


“Okay Mr. Efficient, even if you or we could find more time | 
like the idea of keeping my body looking how it is. | don’t 

know how much more stretching and then un-stretching it 

can take.” 


“You know how | love you both ways. You’re perfect no 
matter how you look.” 


“Awww,” | say “Thank you.” 


“And if that offer for a bath still stands | can go draw the 
water so | can get an up close and personal look real soon.” 


“You're on. l'Il put the kids...to...bed,” | say my sentence 
tailing off. He’s already kissed me on the cheek and he’s on 
his way to the bathroom to draw the bath. 


Sometimes when | talk to my friends they tell me their 
husbands don’t have the sex drive or the energy that they 
used to. It sounds crazy, but | think Carter has even more. 
And it kind of doesn’t make sense. He’s already older than 
the guys my friends are married to, but he seems to just get 
stronger and stronger with age. 


| asked him about it once and he told me we give him 
energy. That his family makes him so enthusiastic to wake 
up every day and have fun. 


| knew he was being honest, but | also thought at the time 
he was just kind of being nice. 


As the years pass | know that’s exactly how he works. 


Some people say their kids tire them out. | Swear our kids 
are like a battery charger for Carter His energy is always 


good, but when he’s around family he takes it to the next 
level. 


| guess that explains why he’s always so involved in all our 
lives. Whether he’s cheering our kids on at their sports or 
their school events or even out there participating he’s 
constantly full of enthusiasm and full of vigor. 


And when we watch scary movies he loves to try and predict 
the scary part and get us to jump just before. And when we 
play board games he always finds a way to let us win, 
without it looking obvious at all. It took me a while to realize 
it even. Then one day | noticed he never wins, preferring to 
let us instead. When most people would try and take an 
extra turn, I’ve caught him making sure his turn gets 
Skipped. Just little things like that that we rarely notice, if 
ever. 


But the one thing I’ve always noticed is his love for all of us. 


And that’s just one of the reasons | have so much love for 
him. 


Maybe he’s got a point. Maybe we should consider another 
child. And when I say we | mean me. 


| know he’s ready to go and once the next baby arrives my 
life with him will have come full circle. | started out asa 
cop’s babysitter, and now he and | are making babies of our 
own. 

And he’s not just a cop. He wears a lot of hats these days. 


Babysitter Daddy. Husband. Lover. Best friend. 


All | ever wanted and more. 


My perfect policeman. 
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